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1 had almost had pity of him ; but say

I bid the captain of my fortressed heart

Fear not; the place shall hold unto the death.

And bid my love in recompense thereof

Let not his own be won by that false kind

That will no less strive with him for the same,

I think the twain were trained up in one school.

For he hath ever tear in eye, and makes

Most piteous moan to arouse men's pity, yea,

Humbly salutes them all, even to the least,

To make their hearts soft toward him ; and desires

That with mine own hands I would give him meat;

But let my lord, where he is, give no more trust

Than I shall here.   Tell him all this; and say

I am in the doing here of a work 1 hate

Past measure; and should make him fain to laugh

To see me lie so well, or at the least

So well dissemble, and tell him truth 'twixt hands.

Say, by the flatteries I perforce must make

And prayers to him to assure himself of nu\

And by complaint made of the men designed,

I have drawn out of him all we list to know,

Yet never touched one word of that your Ion!

Showed me, but only wrought by wiles; and say

With two false kinds we are coupled, I and he,

My love \ the devil dissever us, and God

Knit us together for the faithfullest pair

That ever he made one ; this is my faith,

I will die in it.    Excuse me to my lord

That I writ ill last night, being ill at ease,